The cause of this unpleasantness, which abruptly ceased soon
afterwards because it was the hour at which you go to eat and
thereafter to take your afternoon rest, was the unpopular
agreement with the Vatican. Once in the Skupshtina the
opposition got so angry that I thought the walls and roof would
burst asunder. The point at issue was something trivial, I have
forgotten what, but I know that I walked round and told the
British Minister, Sir Ronald Campbell, that I had heard that
some of those angry deputies were carrying revolvers with
them and that I felt sure they would start shooting soon.

And sure enough two or three days later one of them,
Novakovitch, who now lies in prison, tried to shoot lucky Milan
Stoyadinovitch, and another deputy, who had been watching
him, knocked his arm up and the bullet hit the wall just
by Sir Ronald who had gone to see for himself and was
imperturbably watching the scene.

Lusty fellows, one and all, the best companions you could
find, friendly and amusing and loyal. If I had to be a king,
which God forbid, I would choose to be King of the Serbs.
They will be there at the crack of doom, these hardy peasants
and mountaineers, in their braided homespun garments and
sheepskin caps. My friend X, when he wakes in the morning
and is not feeling too good, puts out a sleepy hand and pours
himself a good swig of raki, which is just fire-water, red-hot,
and after that he is equal to anything,

Belgrade is in the growing-pains stage, between a sleepy
Turkish town, with pleasant shady courtyards running off at
right angles from dusty streets, and near-skyscrapers, all white
and crossword-puzzle-like. Great Ministries rub shoulders and
before them stand the sleek American limousines of the
bureaucrats. Skysigns advertise radio and aspirin in blue and
mauve and pink. Cheap Jewish stores and new hotels are
going up on all sides. There is a boom and the astute are making
fortunes. But on all sides, poor, patient, plodding, uncompre-
hending, goes the peasant, the man who is really Serbia, driving
his oxen, bringing his wares to market. In the afternoon
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